148                       SCLENT IS THE VISTULA
I dumped down on the wet floor beside her, put my arms around her and burst out crying. Could it be that Yaaosik, with his kind gaiety and unassuming heroism, was gone forever? We sat there, crying together, Bar-barka on my shoulder, I into her tousled blond hair, seized by uncontrollable grief over the death of Yanosik, who was Life itself
On my cot, in a puddle of blood, lay the shirt Yanosik had picked up on his night prowl in the German backyard that was once Browarna Street
This was the beginning of the real straggle for Powisle, our sector. Two nights and two days, aflame with battle, followed. Browarna Street died in fire, then Gesta Street, then part of Leszczynska Street where Sergeant Putkow-ski's machine-gun nest was still defending the barricade. Heavy shells pulverized the walls of one house after another. Spitting machine guns drove people away from the streets. Everybody lived in cellars like rats*
The third day was quieter. It was August 31st, the day of doom for the Old Town.
On that day, the forces of the Home Army defending the OW Town were ordered to withdraw* The only way of retreat open to them was through the sewers, which were now even more dreadful than before They were dotted with the bodies of those who had not survived the trip and had drowned in sludge* And yet the soldiers of the Home Army, accompanied by some civilians, took to that Golgotha road. Staying behind in the Old Town were the wounded in the hospitals and their staffs, over three hundred nurses, doctors and priests who refused to leave. Altogether a population of about thirty thousand remained in the Old Town. Only two thousand were scheduled to escape through the sewers.
On August 31st, the eve of the fifth anniversary of Germany's attack upon Poland, we were ordered to stand